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down in their sockets. A large iron nut, probably
stolen from the railway workshops, flew in from the
street as I entered, and broke one of the large mirrors
set in the wall. I noticed also one of the club servants
tied up hand and foot with the cords of the curtain and
flung in a corner. I have a vague recollection of Don
Jaime assuring me hastily that the fellow had been
detected putting poison into the dishes at supper. But
I remember distinctly he was shrieking for mercy, with-
out stopping at all, continuously, and so absolutely
disregarded that nobody even took the trouble to gag
him. The noise he made was so disagreeable that I had
half a mind to do it myself. But there was no time to
waste on such trifles. I took my place at one of the
windows and began firing.

"I didn't learn till later in the afternoon whom it was
that Nostromo, with his Cargadores and some Italian
workmen as well, had managed to save from those
drunken rascals. That man has a peculiar talent when
anything striking to the imagination has to be done. I
made that remark to him afterwards when we met after
some sort of order had been restored in the town, and
the answer he made rather surprised me. He said quite
moodily, 'And how much do I get for that, senor?'
Then it dawned upon me that perhaps this man's vanity
has been satiated by the adulation of the common
people and the confidence of his superiors!"

Decoud paused to light a cigarette, then, with his
head still over his writing, he blew a cloud of smoke,
v/hich seemed to rebound from the paper. He took
up the pencil again.

"That was yesterday evening on the Plaza, while he
sat on the steps of the cathedral, his hands between his
knees, holding the bridle of his famous silver-grey mare.
He had led his body of Cargadores splendidly all day